We paid not the slightest attention to
these utterances, Yuryev merely blushing and
glancing furtively towaids me.

We went out into the passage.

"There are six dormitories in this build-
ing," said the manager. "Shall I show you
them?"

"Show me the workshops," I said.

Khalabuda came to life, and embarked
upon a long narrative of the successful pur-
chase of some lathes.

Once again we went out into the yard,
A little fellow huddled up in his jacket
came towards us, jumping from mound to
mound in his endeavours not to step on
the strips of snow with his bare, blackened
feet. I stopped him, falling back from the
others.

"Where do you come from, little chap?"

He stopped and raised his face.

"I've been to find out if they're going
to send us away,"

"Where?"

"They say we're to be sent somewhere."

"Don't you like it here?"

"We can't go on living here," said the
little fellow softly and sadly, rubbing his ear
with a corner of his jacket. "We should freeze
to death. Besides, they beat us."

"Who beats you?"

"Everyone."
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